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SONGS, 


Songs  are  born,  not  made. 

The  poet  hears  them  sung 
To  wonderful  melodies 

In  more  than  mortal  tongue— 

Hears,  and  writes  them  down 
As  he  listens  to  the  strain, 

Flow  on  to  music  sweet 

Thro’  the  chambers  of  his  brain. 

Not  his  the  thought;  he  knows  full  we 
He  does  but  word  and  rhyme 
The  song — translated  as  it  fell 
From  another  sphere  and  clime. 
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CHOPIN  AND  HEINE. 

CHOPIN. 

Setting  alone  in  the  twilight 
’Mid  shadows  dim  I  hear, 

The  sound  of  a  rapid  rushing. 

And  a  melody  wafted  near. 

The  rushing  I  know  is  the  river, 
That  floweth  so  closely  by; 

But  the  music  I  know  not  whither 
It  cometh — although  so  nigh. 

But  out  of  the  darkness  stealing 
Into  my  chamber  dim, 

A  strain  of  wondrous  sweetness. 


Comes  softly  flowing  in. 
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A  strain  of  wondrous  sweetness, 

With  a  subtle  interflow, 

Of  mourning,  and  of  sorrow. 

And  a  grieving  sad  and  low. 

Drawn  out  with  a  lingering  cadense 
And  a  power  I  know  to  be— 

That  of  a  master  spirit 
Waking  the  melody. 

Into  my  chamber  stealing, 

Cometh  the  sad  refrain 
Till  my  soul  is  filled  with  its  sorrow, 
And  my  heart  with  its  nameless  pain. 


And  the  ceaseless  rush  of  the  river — 
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In  its  journey  to  the  sea, 

Blends  with  the  wafted  music, 

In  solemn  harmony. 

HEINE. 

But  a  voice  now  out  of  the  darkness, 
Rises  up  full  and  clear, 

Filling  the  air  with  its  sweetness, 
Waking  the  echoes  near. 

Like  the  song  the  nightingale  sings, 
From  the  midst  of  her  evening  bower, 
Thrilling  the  listener’s  ear 

With  a  subtle  strength  and  power, 

So  the  voice  of  the  singer  doth  rise 
From  out  of  the  gathering  gloom. 
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Filling  and  thrilling  my  soul 
As  I  sit  in  the  darkened  room. 

But  ah !  the  voice  is  as  sad, 

As  sad  as  the  sad  refrain, 

And  the  mourning  and  the  sorrow, 

I  hear  them  o’er  again. 

And  again,  as  in  the  music. 

The  hopeless  low  despair. 

Of  a  soul  opprest  and  weary 

’Neath  a  burden  too  great  to  bear. 

And  the  ceaseless  rush  of  the  river, 
In  its  journey  to  the  sea, 

Blends  with  the  voice  and  the  music 


In  solemn  harmony. 
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Oh  voice  divine,  oh  music  sweet  ? 

Ye  are  too  sad,  too  strong. 

And  my  heart  cannot  in  its  strength 
compete, 

With  either  the  strain  or  the  song! 

THE  “OTHER  SIDE.” 

We  are  nearer  than  we  seem 
To  that  Land  beyond  the  tide, 

And  are  closer  than  we  dream 
To  the  river’s  4  other  side’— 

For  this  earthly  world  of  ours 
Is  not  very  far  away 
From  the  world  invisible 
And  its  never  ending  day — 
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And  the  distance  is  not  great, 

And  the  journey  is  but  brief, 

No  halting  place  between,  to  wait, 

One  moment’s  strife,  the  next,  relief. 

For  we  are  so  very  near 

To  t1  nd  beyond  the  tide 


There  is  but  a  step  between 
E’er  we  reach  the  ‘  other  side.’ 

Glimpses  reach  us  on  our  way, 
And  our  restless  spirits  yearn, 
Of  that  twilight  mystery 
More  completely  yet  to  learn — 

And  we  walk  with  weary  feet, 
And  the  shadows  deeper  grow, 
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As  our  life  road  leadeth  on, 

Where  the  silent  waters  flow. 

And  the  thought  conies  quick  and  sweet, 
As  the  hours  and  days  depart, 
Thrilling  into  newer  life 

Each  faint  throbbing  of  the  heart. 

“We  are  drawing  very  near, 

To  that  Land  beyond  the  tide, 

And  not  long  this  waiting  here, 

E’er  we  reach  the  ‘other  side’ — ” 

We  are  nearer  than  we  seem, 

To  that  Land  beyond  the  tide, 

And  are  closer  than  we  dream, 

To  the  river’s  4  other  side.’ 
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LOVE  AND  THOUGHT. 

I 

Oh,  Love  and  Thought  make  labor  sweet 
Heavy  burdens  lighter  grow — - 
Strengthen  weary  hands  and  feet 
As  we  walk  the  way  below. 

Hours  of  toil  and  care  grow  bright 
When  illumined  by  their  light. 

ii 

Love  is  near  us  ever  more — 

Thought  is  never  far  away. 

Would  that  each  would  ope  the  door, 

Bid  them  enter  in  and  stay. 

Not  so  much  of  misery 
Would  there  in  and  ’round  us  be. 
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INNER  MUSIC. 

Inner  music  of  the  soul! 

Unearthly  strange,  unearthly  sweet, 
That  ever  onward  still  doth  roll 
In  harmony  complete— 

I  hear  it  in  my  dreams  at  night, 

Each  passing  hour  of  day — 

The  music  still  with  strange  delight 
Doth  fill  my  soul  alway. 

And  when  I  mix  wdth  earthly  strife, 
And  share  its  toil  and  pain, 

Still  under  and  above  it  all, 

I  hear  the  heavenly  strain. 
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DISGUISED  BLESSINGS. 

What  we  mortals  crosses  call 
May  be  blessings  in  disguise, 

Seeing  but  the  present  woe — 

Just  what  nearest  to  us  lies, 

Our  judgments  erring,  fall 

Short  the  mark,  and  are  not  wise. 

Oh,  faithless  ones!  if  we  could  raise 
The  vail  that  hideth  from  our  gaze, 

The  future,  and  seeing  all,  discern  how  He 
Doth  turn  each  trial  to  ministry, 

Then  would  our  mourning  turn  to  praise. 

E.  B.  BROWNING. 

Who  calls  thee  dead,  Thou  Living  One, 
Who  names  thy  work  as  finished,  done, 

Thy  voice  unheard  more  since  the  grave 
Hath  hid  thee  from  this  earthly  sun  ? 
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Who  says  the  cadence  of  thy  song 
Has  less  of  sweetness,  is  less  strong, 

Because  the  singer’s  lips  are  mute, 

And  saying  thus — all  singing  wrong? 

Not  we  who  know  thee! 

Be  thou  crowned  eternally, 

Thou  above — yet  we  below 
Listen  inly  as  we  go 

To  thy  voice,  oh  crowned  one! 

And  if  thine  earthly  singing  was  so  sweet 
What  must  it  now — as  at  His  feet 
Midst  u  hallelujahs  low”  thou  dost  com¬ 
plete 

The  music  here  on  earth  begun! 
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“  CAN  I  TELL  THEE  WHY  I  LOVE  THEE.” 

Can  I  tell  thee  why  I  love  thee 
In  the  fullness  of  my  heart  ? 

Can  I  tell  thee  why  the  sunshine 
And  the  shadows  never  part  ? 

Can  I  tell  thee  what  that  love  is. 

In  its  measure  every  way  ? 

Can  I  fathom  for  thy  learning 
All  the  sea’s  immensity  ? 

When  I  tell  thee  that  I  love  thee, 

That  my  heart  and  life  are  thine — 

Throbs  that  heart  with  swifter  beating, 
And  an  added  strength  and  rhyme. 

But  I  only  know  I  love  thee; 

And  can  tell  thee  nothing  more; 

But  my  loving  deepens  ever, 

With  eternity  before! 


18 


ECHOES. 


OPPORTUNITIES. 

Oh!  passing  strange  it  seems  to  me. 

That  we  can  live  here  on  and  on, 

And  yet  so  blind  and  careless  be, 

Of  all  the  good  that  might  be  done, 

If  we  had  only  eyes  to  see. 

The  days  they  come,  the  days  they  go, 
And  hours  and  moments  onward  fly. 
Each  burdened  down  and  laden  low, 
With  ways  and  means  for  purpose  high, 
If  we  could  only  see  ’  twere  so! 

But  we  are  blind — bat  blind  I  think, 

And  neither  care,  nor  reck,  nor  see, 
How  slippeth  by  beyond  our  reach 
Each  golden  opportunity. 
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If  we  did  see,  it  seems  to  me, 

We  would  no  longer  sleep, 

But  wake,  and  rise,  and  work,  and  be 
More  true  to  self,  and  even  weep, 
To  think  how  patient  He, 

How  faithless  we! 


CHRISTMAS  BELLS. 

Oh!  Bells  ring  out  this  Christmas  morn, 
And  tune  your  hearts,  oh,  men ! 

For  on  this  day  the  Christ  was  born, 

In  lowly  Bethlehem. 

And  on  this  day.  oh!  long  ago, 

The  Lord  of  Hosts  came  down, 

Aud  in  a  manger  laid  Him  low, 

Where  dwelt  the  beasts  around. 
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He  came — oh,  love  that  hath  no  like! 

To  die  that  we  might  live, 

And  through  His  life  and  death  below, 
Salvation  free  to  give. 

Dear  Son  of  God !  Exalted  high, 

Our  Savior,  Priest,  and  King, 

To  Thee  this  day  we  all  draw  nigh, 
Ourselves  our  offering! 

Oh !  Bells  ring  out  this  Christmas  morn 
And  tune  your  hearts,  oh!  men, 

For  on  this  day  the  Christ  was  born, 

In  lowly  Bethlehem. 
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LIFE. 

Life  is  only  real, 

As  through  this  life  we  see, 

The  life  that  is  hereafter, 

Of  immortality. 

And  life  is  only  earnest, 

Is  only  good  and  true, 

As  with  less  light  or  darkness, 
The  other  life  we  view. 

He  who  does  this  truth  discern, 
And  discerning  walks  therein, 

Shall  life’s  problem  fully  solve, 
And  sha^ll  faith’s  fruition  win. 

CUI  BONO  ? 

Life  is  real’  the  poet  says, 

And  my  heart  doth  make  reply 
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Life  is  real  and  all  therein 

Whate’er  thoughtless  souls  may  cry. 

‘Life  is  earnest!’  sings  he  on, 

‘Life  is  earnest!’  and  once  more 
All  my  soul  doth  answer  back  . 

As  it  answered  back  before. 

So  it  is,  thro’  all  the  length 

Of  verse  and  measure  aptly  said, 
Unto  all  a  quick  assent 

Springeth  from  my  heart  and  head. 


But  ah  me!  although  I  know, 
And  I  feel  all  this  is  true, 
Life  is  earnest,  Life  is  real — 
But  to  dream  is  not  to  do  ! 
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AN  AUTUMN  REVERIE. 

All  this  long  still  afternoon, 

I  have  heard  as  in  a  dream, 

One  by  one,  the  dropping  leaves 
Touch  the  earthy  carpet  green — 

And  the  sighing  of  the  trees, 
Moved  by  gentlest  winds  apart, 
With  a  something  all  unknown 
Stirs  the  fountains  of  my  heart. 

There  are  whisperings  in  the  air. 


There  are  spirit  voices  near, 
And  together  they  commune, 
O’er  the  dying  of  the  year! 
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And  I  think — I  know  not  why — 

But  my  thoughts  do  backward  flow 
Thro’  the  dim  and  misty  Past, 

To  the  ‘sad,  sweet’  Long  Ago! 

Stream  of  Time!  forever  flowing, 

Bearing  on  resistless  way, 

Hours  and  moments  ever  going, 

Will  naught  make  thee  pause  and  stay  ? 

Yet  cease!  oh  heart,  this  vain  repining, 
Hence  ye  vague  and  nameless  fears — 
What  availeth  all  this  sorrow, 

What  avail  these  idle  tears  ? 

Somewhere  in  the  distant  future, 
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And  it  may  be  yet  more  near — 

Thou  wilt  find  all  that  thou  seekest, 
What  is  now  denied  thee  here. 

Still  the  leaves  come  dropping  down, 
And  the  wind  sighs  overhead, 

And  the  sunlight  falling  round, 

Lies  in  bars  of  gold  and  red. 

But  my  thoughts  flow  toward  the  future, 
To  the  borders  of  the  Dim — 

Where  all  years  and  ages  centre, 

And  we  find  our  lost  again. 
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SUMMER  NIGHT  WINDS. 

Oil  winds!  oh  evening  winds  of  summer, 
Passing  wildly  by  the  door — 

Rushing,  flying,  sighing,  dying, 

Evermore ! 

Still  I  hear  ye,  round  and  near  me, 

All  this  livelong  summer  night, 

Sleeping,  waking,  ever  breaking 
O’er  my  spirit  in  your  flight. 


Oh  winds!  oh  rushing  winds  of  summer, 

Will  ye  cease  your  rushing  never  ? 

Rising,  falling,  murmuring,  calling 

Ever — 

Whispered  words,  and  unknown  token 
Dropt  beyond  the  light  of  stars, 

And  I  listen— all  my  spirit 
Striving  in  her  prison  bars ! 
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Oh  winds!  oh  tireless  winds  of  summer 
Cease  your  rushing  by  the  door, 

Cease  your  striving  and  calling 

I  implore! 

I  am  weary  of  my  longing, 

Of  your  tumult  and  your  strife, 

And  your  mystic,  many  voices 
Rouse  the  fever  of  my  life. 


TO  A  COQUETTE. 

And  are  you  so  careless,  Oh  Love, 
Of  the  love  laid  low  at  your  feet  ? 
And  will  you  disdain  it,  Oh  Love, 
Or  make  it  your  own,  my  Sweet  ? 


Will  you  pass  it  by  scornfully,  Love, 
As  something  unworthy,  unmeet, 
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E’en  a  glance  of  your  eye,  Oh  Love, 

This  love  that  is  laid  at  your  feet? 

Is  the  strength  of  a  heart,  Oh  Love, 

A  heart  in  its  love  complete — 

Fit  only  unto  thee,  Oh  Love, 

To  be  trampled  on  under  your  feet  ? 

Let  it  lie  where  it  is,  then,  Love, 

But  a  day  there  will  come,  my  Sweet, 
When  your  heart  will  look  back  with  regret 
and  long 

For  the  love  now  laid  at  your  feet. 

A  THREEFOLD  ASPECT  OF  LIFE. 

Ask !  and  the  Giver  is  glorified  giving. 

Take!  and  thou  art  made  stronger  receiving. 
Give !  and  the  world  shall  rejoice  in  thy  living. 
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WHICH  WAY? 

Which  way,  Oh !  Soul  of  mine,  which  way  ? 
The  shadows  of  night  are  o’er  thee, 

The  darkness  of  life  before  thee, 

And  now  thro’  gloaming  grey, 

Two  roads  run  on  and  on ; 

Which  way  ?  Which  way  ? 

Thou  art  sad  and  weary,  Oh!  Soul  of  mine. 

Thou  hast  no  word  of  cheer. 

Thou  hast  journeyed  alone,  alone,  alone, 

And  the  way  was  long  and  drear, 

And  now,  two  paths  do  onward  run, 

Which  one — Oh !  Soul  of  mine,  which  one? 

There  are  times  in  life  Oh!  Soul  of  mine. 
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When  we  must  walk  as  in  the  dark, 
And  cannot  choose  but  faith  divine 
Should  lead  us  gently  to  the  mark — 
And  may  not  chose,  for  o’er  our  eyes, 

The  darkening  mists  of  earth  arise,  arise. 


And  now,  Oh!  Soul  of  mine,  and  now 
Thou  canst  not  see  the  wav  ahead — 
Thou  knowest  not  which  path  be  right, 
And  thou  canst  walk  but  as  thou’rt  led. 


Two  ways  run  on  and  on — 

The  one  less  thorny  seems— 

And  from  amidst  the  gloaming:  grey 


Flash  out  alluring  gleams. 
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But  somewhere  comes  a  voice  which  cries, 
Oh!  Soul  of  mine,  beware! 

’Tis  not  for  thee  to  walk  therein, 

Thy  way  lies  here,  not  there ! 

“Thy  way  is  here!”  Oh,  tired  heart! 

'  Why  dos’t  thou  mourning  cry? 

Have  I  not  walked  in  ways  enough, 

Where  thorns  and  darkness  lie  ? 

Thy  way  is  here.  That  way  is  rough. 
And  yet - 

The  One  who  walked,  and  walks  therein 
Can’st  thou  forget  ? 


He  knoweth  best,  He  knoweth  all ! 


32 


ECHOES . 


Oil,  weary  Soul,  be  strong! 

Thy' Lord  doth  walk  the  way  beside, 

He  cannot  lead  thee  wrong. 

OUR  WORK. 

Each  has  a  work  to  do, 

A  mission  of  his  own; 

That  which  another  cannot  do — 

And  he  must  do  alone. 

Each  has  a  part  to  act. 

On  the  great  field  of  life; 

A  place  within  the  ranks  somewhere, 
To  aid  the  mighty  strife. 

To  battle  for  the  True  and  Good, 
Whate’er  his  lot  may  be, 
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This  each  can  do,  and  should, 

To  haste  the  victory. 

None  other  can  step  in  his  place, 
Or  act  for  him  his  part.  ' 

If  he  should  faithless  be,  or  prove 
Himself  a  coward  heart. 


SPRING  REVERIE. 

The  voice  of  a  Robin  came  down  to  me 
As  he  swung  aloft  in  the  orchard  tree, 

That  groweth  near  unto  the  wall. 

And  he  sang,  as  he  sat,  a  careless  strain, 
Singing  it  o’er  and  o’er  again. 

The  same  sweet  call. 

’Twas  the  early  part  of  the  month  of  May, 
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And  the  winds  of  Spring  were  out  at  play, 
With  budding  leaves  and  flowers. 

And  milky  blossoms  white  and  swTeet, 

Came  dropping  softly  at  my  feet, 

In  sunny  showers. 

And  the  voice  of  the  Eobin  was  all  I  heard 
Save  the  distant  carol  of  far  away  bird, 

And  the  drowsy  hum  of  the  bee — 

And  I  lay,  and  I  listened  as  one  that  dreamed 
’Till  things  that  were,  and  things  that  seemed 
Alike  were  unto  me! 

And  still  the  Robin  sings  on  and  on 
From  his  perch  aloft  in  the  tree, 

And  the  dallying  winds  and  breezes  sweet 


ECHOES. 


35 


Still  softly  whisper  me. 

And  oh,  Robin !  that  singeth  aloft  in  the  tree, 
And  oh,  whispering  winds  of  May! 

I  would  that  yny  tongue  4  could  utter  free,’ 
The  thought  of  my  heart  to-day ! 


LIFE’S  PROGRESS. 

I 

Oh,  Life!  we  enter  upon  thy  fields, 

With  a  heart  all  strong,  and  thoughts  all 
sweet, 

And  we  dream  in  our  youth  a  glorious  dream 
All  things  are  ours,  and  all  at  our  feet. 

Thou  holdest  the  cup  and  the  fruit  to  our 
lips, 

And  we  eat,  and  we  drink  and  our  soul 
doth  cry, 

Oh,  Life!  To  live  is  alone  divine — 

Oh,  Life!  Oh,  Life!  why  need  we  die? 
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II 

And  the  days  go  on,  and  the  years  keep  pace, 
And  the  fever  of  life  doth  in  us  burn, 

And  we  eat  and  drink,  and  drink  and  eat, 
And  still  we  long  and  still  we  yearn. 

And  we  taste  the  bitter  as  well  as  the  sweet, 
And  we  learn  the  false  as  well  as  the  true, 
And  the  dream  we  dreamt  in  the  dawn  of  our 
youth, 

Has  vanished  forever  beyond  our  view. 


hi 

And  the  days  go  on,  and  the  years  keep  pace, 
And  the  wheels  of  the  Universe  onward 
grind; 

We  have  drank  to  the  dregs  the  cup  at  our 
lips, 

We  have  eaten  the  fruit  to  the  bitter  rind. 
And  hungering  now,  and  faint  and  sore, 

We  dash  them  aside  in  our  wrath,  and  cry, 
Oh,  Life — if  this  be  Life  indeed, 

’Twere  sweeter  far  to  die! 
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Thou  can’st  not  have  thy  wish,  Oh,  Heart, 
Be  still. 

Oh,  bitter  pain,  and  striving  will! 

Ye  cannot  thus  your  end  fulfill. 

Be  still! 

Thou  can’st  not  have  thy  wish  Oh,  Heart ! 
’Tis  well! 

This  living  here  is  but  a  part 

Of  life,  and  of  that  other  part,  Oh,  Heart! 


Who  can  foretell  ? 
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SONGS. 

“OH!  TIDE  OF  LIFE  DESCENDING.” 

Oh!  Tide  of  Life  descending. 

Whither,  oh  whither  away  ? 

Oh!  Bark,  the  tide  down  tending, 
Where  art  thou  sailing,  pray  ? 

The  tide  flows  on  to  the  ocean, 

And  the  Bark  sails  on  with  the  tide, 
And  both  are  lost  and  mingle 
In  its  waters,  far  and  wide! 


“OH!  A  WIND.” 

Oh!  a  wind  came  out  of  the  stars  one  night, 
And  it  went  I  know  not  where; 

But  it  stirred  the  trees  as  it  passed  along, 
And  left  a  sigh  in  the  air. 
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’Twas  a  moonless  night  in  the  midst  of  the 
fall, 

And  the  leaves  were  beginning  to  turn; 
And  the  wild  vine  clinging  to  yonder  wall 
With  a  crimson  deep  to  burn. 

And  a  wind  came  out  of  the  stars, 

And  it  went  I  know  not  where; 

But  it  stirred  the  leaves  as  it  passed  along, 
And  left  a  sigh  on  the  air! 


“OH,  RINGING  BELLS  OF  EVENTIDE!” 

Oh,  Ringing  Bells  of  Eventide! 

Ringing,  Ringing,  Ringing! 

Oh!  Hills  enclosing  every  side 

Back  your  answer  flinging,  flinging. 
Dreams  long  dreamt,  and  memories  fled, 
Waken  at  your  calling,  calling; 
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Comes  a  voice  from  out  the  dead, 
Thro’  the  shadows  falling,  falling. 

Oh!  Ringing  Bells  of  Eventide, 

Still  I  hear  your  ringing,  ringing, 
Still  the  hills  on  every  side, 

Back  their  answer  flinging,  flinging. 
But  the  voice  from  out  the  dead, 
Hushed  is  now  its  calling,  calling; 
From  my  heart  all  else  has  fled 
Save  the  shadows  falling,  falling. 


‘•RIPPLING  WAVES.” 

‘‘Rippling  waves,  and  flowing  tide. 
Dashing  lightly  on  the  strand, 
What  is  that  ye  say  to  me 
As  I  wonder  listlessly, 

Here  upon  the  golden  sand  ?” 
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“Voices  full  of  music  sweet, 

Rising  upward  from  the  sea, 
Borne  along  by  zephyr’s  fleet, 

What  is  that  ye  whisper  me, 

And  do  ever  more  repeat  ?” 

Still  the  tide  comes  flowing  on 
And  the  waves  beat  ever  more. 
To  a  wondrous  harmony 

Here  upon  the  pebbly  shore; 

But  no  answer  do  I  hear, 

And  no  sound  comes  back  to  me, 
Save  the  wind  in  passing  by 
Save  the  murmur  of  the  sea. 
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OCTOBER  DAYS. 

October  days !  how  sweet  ye  are, 

And  yet  how  sweetly  sad ! 

I,  smiling,  feel  that  I  could  weep, 

And  weeping,  yet  am  glad! 

The  air  is  filled  with  a  mystic  gleam, 

And  the  slumbering  clouds  they  lie. 

In  the  depths  of  a  space  like  unto  a  dream 
Far  away  in  the  purple  sky. 

♦ 

And  far  away,  Oh !  far  away, 

The  glistening  sails  they  shine, 

As  they  rest  on  the  breast  of  the  gleaming 
bay, 

In  a  sunlight  all  divine. 

And  the  woods  are  still;  and  the  dropping 
leaves 

Fall  gently  to  the  ground, 
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And  a  wandering  wind  sighs  ’mong  the  trees, 
In  the  forest  sere  and  brown. 

And  all  thftgs  are  as  never  before, 

As  they  never  will  be  again. 

Ah !  which  is  the  sweeter,  my  own  dear  love, 
The  joy  therein,  or  the  pain ! 


STRAITENED. 

My  life  is  like  a  river 

’Twixt  narrow  banks  and  high, 
Troubled  and  chafing  ever 
In  search  the  open  sky. 

Storm  tossed  are  its  whirling  rapids, 
Despairing  and  wild  its  leap, 

And  anon  are  its  waters  gathered, 

In  darkened  pools  and  deep. 
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But  striving,  urging  ever 
Its  onward  troubled  way. 

Ah  me !  shall  it  reach  it  never — 

The  bright  the  open  day  ? 

■  1  ‘  i 

WAITING. 

Hope'on'and  hope  forever !  ” 

’Tis  thus  they  say  and  sing, 

But  hope  and-  hoping  cloth  .never 
That  whict  l  long  for  bring. 

\  ,  •  ■  ■'  • 

“  Be. patient,  and  wait  !  for  the  ocean 

No  tide  hath  but  turneth  once  more.’’ 

< 

.But  ah !  I  am  weary  of  waiting, 

And  I  would  that  my  waiting-  were  o’er. 

But, the  days  go  on  forever,  \ 
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And  the  years  they  come  and  go, 
But  the  tide  I  await  doth  never, 

Doth  never  backward  flow. 

AUTUMN  STANZAS. 

One  by  one  the  leaves  are  falling, 
Falling  gently  to  the  ground, 

And  the  sad  wild  winds  are  calling 
Thro’  the  forest  sere  andr  bfown. 
Summer’s  golden  days  are  over — 

Fled  their  brightness  long  ago, 

And  upon  earth’s  waiting  bosom, 
Leaves  and  flowers  are  lying  low. 

Autumn  winds  are  ’round  me  wailing, 
*  Hark!  the  blast  goes  mourning  by, 
And  my  heart  in  restless  grieving, 
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With  the  leaves  and  flowers  would  lie. 
But  I  know  that  all  this  sorrow, 

Soon  from  earth  shall  pass  away; 
That  the  brightest  glad  To-morrow. 
Springeth  from  the  sad  To-day. 

LINES. 

Oh !  my  heart  is  weary  of  striking 
Its  roots  in  a  barren  soil, 

Its  tendrils  lie  faded  and  drooping 
’Neath  fruitless  labor  and  toil. 

And  my  hands  are  weary  of  leaning 
On  stays  that  reed-like  bend; 

And  my  palms  are  torn  and  bleeding 
And  pierced  with  their  broken  end. 
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And  my  feet  are  weary  of  seeking 
The  flowers  of  light  and  love; 

They  grow  not  along  my  pathway, — 

Grow  they  only  and  all  above? 

Oh !  Lift  me,  strengthen,  and  lead  me, 
Where  my  life  shall  find  room  to  grow, 
Let  Thy  Hand  clasp  mine  and  the  flowerets 
line 

The  pathway  now  desert  and  sorrow. 


CONSOLATION. 

Patience,  Oh,  Heart! 

The  pain  and  smart 

Of  earthly  life  will  soon  be  o’er, 
Weary,  opprest, 

Filled  with  unrest, 

Behold  on  high  the  open  door. 
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The  way  not  long 
Tho’  long  it  seem — 

Soon  part  ’twill  be 
E’en  as  a  dream! 

“  A  little  while,”  . 

Let  this  beguile 

The  thorny  road  and  way 
Soon  will  the  night 
Be  past — and  light 
Shine  out  eternal  day. 


FROM  NIGHT  TO  MORNING. 

There  is  a  land  where,  poets  sing, 
Is  always  afternoon; 
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Ah,  why  should  what  is  fairer  still 
The  morning,  pass  so  soon? 

*  *  *  *  *  * 

But  even  so!  Our  little  lives 
Move  onward  with  the  day; 

And  morning,  noon,  and  afternoon, 
Alike  must  pass  away. 

And  setting  sun  and  passing  year 
Show  forth  what  is  to  be, 

When  life  is  run,  and  all  is  done 
This  side  eternity. 

But  let  us  hope,  oh,  friend  of  mine! 
Nor  linger  on  Life’s  dawning — 

Day  follows  night,  and  darkened  life 

% 

Shall  find  a  heavenly  morning. 
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RECONCILED. 

I 

That  which  the  poet  sings  is  true; 

Some  days  must  dark  and  gloomy  be. 

The  sunlight  cannot  always  shine 
Nor  the  winged  soul  rise  free. 

1 1 

Days  without  nights  were  torture  drear, 

And  clouds  upon  a  thirsty  earth  drop  rain, 
And  joy  to  be  measured  at  its  worth, 

Must  be  offset  and  gauged  by  pain ! 
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A  WINTRY  WALK. 

Over  the  barren  fields  the  wind  swept  lowly, 
Between  its  willowed  banks  the  stream  flowed 
slowly, 

On  its  way  to  the  sea. 

And  all  silently 
Broods  on  high 
The  dull  gray  sky: 

And  heaven  and  earth,  and  river  and  lea, 
Seemed  rapt  away  in  a  sad  reverie 

And  each  breath  of  the  wind  a  sigh. 


On  such  a  day,  by  such  a  way, 

We  wandered — you  and  I; 

We  spake  no  word,  no  sound  was  heard 


Save  the  river  flowing  by. 
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We  spake  no  word — in  impulse  vague. 
We  paused  midway  along  the  bridge, 
And  mutely  watched  the  waters  flow 
In  many  a  sullen  whirl  and  ridge. 

A  spell  seemed  over  all, 

A  subtle  fleeting  sense. 

Of  hidden  things  and  mysteries 
Unuttered,  floating  thence. 

Something  of  life’s  incompleteness, 

Its  fitful,  sad  unrest — 

Its  bitterness  and  sweetness, 

Endless,  unsatisfied  quest — 

A  type  found  there  in  flowing  wave, 
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In  the  brooding  gray  of  the  sky — 

In  the  barren  reach  of  fields  beyond, 

In  the  low  wind  passing  by ! 

Only  a  mood!  And  like  the  wind 

It  came  and  went — we  know  not  where. 
All  unexpressed  and  undefined 

*  Twas  born  and  lost  in  voiceless  air, 


“FAITH  AND  UNFAITH.” 

“  Set  not  thy  heart  on  aught  too  high, 
Be  not  so  sure  of  joys  to  come; 

For  true  it  is  such  hopes  will  die, 

And  all  thy  dreams  of  joy  undone.” 

“Trust  not  too  far  in  human  kind 
They  will  but  fail  thee  in  the  end; 
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Like  gold  fire  proved  and  all  refined 
Is  that  rare  gift,  a  faithful  friend.” 

“Be  not  so  sure  that  heart  meets  heart, 
When  loving  words  are  aptly  said; 

Oft  ’tis  but  fancy’s  fleeting  power, 

O’er  mastering  briefly  heart  and  head.” 

“  Rest  not  on  vows  however  sworn, 

Some  human  hearts  ne’er  keep  a  vow; 
Like  ropes  of  sand  such  bonds  are  worn. 

It  has  been  so — it  may  be  now!” 

“Of  all  men  doubt.  ’Tis  better  so — 

’  Twill  save  thee  many  a  grief  and  pain, 
For  better  far  to  doubt  than  trust, 


And  then  take  back  your  trust  again.” 
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So  spake  I  to  my  soul  one  day, 

u  All  life  is  darkened  with  distrust, 
What  good  if  thou  believe  and  pray, 

Thy  treasure  proves  but  moth  and  rust?” 

*  *  Ht  *  *  * 

But  then  I  said,  some  better  sense 
Of  justice  rising  in  my  soul,— 

“  How  thou  art  weak  to  take  all  men 
After  one  fashion  and  one  mould ! 

The  world  is  wide  and  thou  dost  wrong 
To  judge  the  many  by  the  few; 

It  cannot  be  all  humankind 
Are  patterned  after  one  or  two ! 

Oh,  live  and  trust !  For  who  art  thou 
To  yield  to  universal  doubt 
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And  deem  as  faithless  all  thy  kind. 
Because  thine  own  laid  plans  fell  out  ? 

Be  strong!  And  of  that  kind 
Who  having  trusted,  trust  again, 

With  generous  impulse,  sure  to  find 
Somewhere,  reward  for  all  past  pain. 


THEODORA. 

Down  the  road  she  cometh, 

In  the  silent  night — 

Dark  haired,  white  robed, 

Eyes  aglow  with  light, 

Tender  eyes !  dark  fringed  and  bright. 
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Down  the  road  she  cometh 
Thro’  the  dew}"  air. 

With  the  moonlignt  streaming 
On  her  robe  and  hair — 

A  vision  sweet  and  fair. 

Eyes  shining  thro’  the  darkness, 

Like  the  stars  above; 

Face  eloquently  speaking, 

Deep  and  silent  love, 

Deep  and  wordless  love. 

Down  the  road  she  cometh 

And  my  heart  goes  out  to  meet  her, 

And  in  the  “silent  tongue” 

With  loving  words  I  greet  her — 
The  u  silent  tongue,”  *  but  sweeter. 

*  The  sign  language. 
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“  Oh  come  to  me  my  darling, 
My  arms  are  open  wide — 
Within  their  clasp  to  take  you 
And  hold  you  to  my  side. 
There  evermore  abide!” 


Then  to  my  arms  she  cometh, 

Her  head  is  on  my  breast, 

And  her  eyes  gaze  into  mine, 

With  a  deep  unspoken  rest, 

With  a  love  all  unexpressed. 

I  need  no  words  to  tell  me — 

The  thoughts  that  in  her  rise, 

For  the  sweet  mute  mouth  revealeth, 
And  the  lovelight  in  her  eyes 
More  than  all  else  replies ! 
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Oh  tender,  trusting  heart! 

Like  a  sweet  bird  seeking  its  nest, 

So  you  nestle  in  mine.  From  me  apart, 
^o  more  make  quest — 

Abide  and  rest. 


A  NIGHT  IN  JUNE. 

Dark  is  the  night  and  still, 

Laid  are  the  winds  to  rest. 

Asleep  are  the  trees  on  the  hill, 
Against  the  starlit  west, 

And  the  little  brook  under  the  bridge 
Slips  silently  on  through  the  grass 
Where  shadows  darkest  fall 
And  no  wandering  footsteps  pass, 

And  the  long  white  road  winds  on 
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In  silence  through  the  vale — 

Dusty  and  white  as  a  ribbon  of  light 
Yielding  a  radiance  pale. 

In  the  fields  near  by  the  ripened  grain, 
Gratefully  droops  to  falling  dew, 

And  the  whip-poor-will  his  mournful  strain 
Sends  forth  from  yonder  yew. 

His  the  only  voice,  hushed  in  a  deep  repose. 
And  the  silence  earth  doth  keep, 

When  summer  eves  drop  down  all  nature 

sleeps. 

Dark  and  still,  dark  and  still 
Warm  with  the  summer’s  heat, 

Lit  by  the  light  of  stars 
Tender,  strange,  and  sweet. 


So  flow  the  hours  along 
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As  in  a  stream — 

So,  too,  my  thoughts  flow  on 
As  in  a  dream ! 


But  lo!  in  the  east  a  dawning  bright, 

Over  the  hill-tops  climbs  the  moon. 

The  winds  begin  to  blow  from  the  west, 

And  the  woods  wake  out  of  their  swoon — 
The  little  brook  laughs  aloud  in  her  light, 
The  cricket  takes  up  his  song  again — 

And  the  nodding  grain, 

And  the  rustling  leaves, 

Whisper  and  talk  as  they  sway  in  the  breeze, 
And  a  new  tide  of  life  seems  to  rise  with 
the  moon, 

And  to  sweep  o’er  the  land  like  a  breath  from 
the  ocean, 
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And  to  fill  all  the  forest  with  riot  and  motion. 
Even  the  little  bird  asleep  in  his  nest, 

Feels  the  warm  wind  blowing  in  from  the 
west, 

Hears  the  rustle  around  him  of  forest  and 
leaf, 

And  sings,  as  he  hears,  in  his  sleep, 

Is  it  joy  or  grief? 

This  subtle  emotion 

That  sweeps  o’er  my  soul 

As  I  hear  the  long  roll 

Surf  like  of  the  wind  ’mid  the  trees  ? 

Like  the  waves  that  beat  on  the  shores  of 
the  sea, 

Like  a  fitful  strain  of  sweet  melody. 
Voiceless,  broken,  full  of  unspoken 
Vague  mystery! 

I  have  heard  it  before  in  midnight  sleep, 
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Heard  it  to  wake  from  my  dreams  and  weep, 
The  same  low  fitful  strain, 

Haunting  the  heart — perplexing  the  brain ! 


Blow,  ye  winds,  blow! 

Out  of  the  starlit  west. 

And  take  on  your  wings  as  ye  go 
This  sorrow  and  sad  unrest. 


Ah,  what  is  so  rare  as  a  night  in  June! 

Not  only  the  days  are  perfect  then — 

Uplit  by  the  full  orbed  summer  moon, 

The  nights  a  beauty  of  their  own  possess, 
Full  of  unrivaled  loveliness. 

Now  is  the  time  for  lovers  tryst 
In  the  midst  of  forest  vernal; 

The  making  of  one  by  holy  priest 
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And  the  swearing  of  vows  eternal — 

And  what  month  so  rare  as  the  month  of  June, 
For  the  whiling  away  one’s  honey-moon! 

9  Tis  the  month  of  love  and  roses  sweet, 

And  the  nights  are  the  crown  of  the  days 

complete. 

“A  HUNDRED  YEARS  HENCE.” 

There  is  an  old  song, 

And  it  runs  thro’  my  brain, 

With  a  low  dull  numbing 
Of  sorrow  and  pain — 

And  4  a  hundred  years  hence’ 

Is  the  singer’s  refrain — 

“  A  hundred  years  hence  ” 

What  matter,  my  friend? 

The  griefs  that  now  fence 
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Us  in,  will  have  end. 

The  joys  we  have  felt, 

And  the  tears  we  have  shed, 
Alike  will  be  numbered 
And  laid  with  the  dead. 

Therefore— 

Be  less  regretful, 

Be  more  forgetful 
Of  things  gone  by. 

To  muse  them  is  folly, 

And  w'eak  melancholy, 

Best  let  them  die. 

A  hundred  years  hence! 

Cold  comfort,  you  sa}^, 

For  the  future  can  never 
Pain  present  allay. 
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What  is — is;  what  will  be, 

Will  be  what  it  may. 

Does  it  reach  clown  into  the  heart, 
Does  it  heal  the  pain  and  smart 
Of  present  griefs  and  fears 
To  know  that  time  will  cover 
And  bury  all  things  over 
In  a  hundred  years  ? 

Nay!  To  make  the  burden  lighter 
And  the  leaden  skies  grow  brighter. 
Of  present  cares  and  fears, 

The  consolation  must  be  higher  — 
The  comfort  to  be  comfort  nigher 
Than  a  hundred  years! 

Few  men  are  stoics.  Philosophy 
For  such  alone  hath  power 
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To  charm  away  life’s  ills, 

And  patient  strength  endower. 

The  many  crave  a  present  cure 
For  present  woes;  that  having,  can  endure 
With  some  brave  show  of  peace. 


And  yet  I  grant,  some  thoughts  like  words 
numb  pain, 

If  not  console, 

And  the  strength  of  the  heart  grows  less 
than  the  brain, 

As  years  unroll. 

And  the  thought  that  all  griefs  pass, 

And  we  forget 

In  the  midst  of  future  years, 

All  present  fret — 

Gives  passive  strength  to  bear 
The  stern  To-da}\ 
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Death  comes  to  end  all  care 

Be  life  what  it  may. 


MY  HOUSE. 

I  would  build  me  an  house  for  my  soul  to 
dwell  in, 

When  this  mortal  turns  to  dust; 

An  house  eternal  in  that  country. 

Where  are  neither  moth  nor  rust. 

I  would  build  it  strong  with  firm  foundations. 

Laid  on  th\  imperishable  Rock ; 

Its  stones,  good  deeds,  fast  bound  together 
Against  all  mortal  shock. 
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And  for  cement  most  high  of  motives 
Fealty  to  God  and  man; 

And  all  its  joints  and  intersections 
Shall  be  laid  on  the  same  true  plan. 

I  would  build  it  high  with  lofty  arches, 
For  passage  free  of  generous  thought. 
Carved  o’er  by  noble  aspirations 
In  forms  of  beauty  wrought. 


No  chambers  low  or  dark  recesses, 

For  hidden  word  or  deed; 

But  all  wide  open  to  the  sunlight, 

So  he  who  runs  may  read. 

And  on  its  walls  fair  scenes  of  beauty 
Drawn  by  the  hand  of  love — 
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In  colors  warmed  by  pure  affections, 
Such  as  prevail  above. 


And  all  that  truth  of  mind  can  centre, 
Without,- within,  it  all  be  spread — 

While  flowers,  sweet  thoughts  that  therein 
enter 

Shall  there  their  fragrance  shed. 


No^j^e  low  mood  of  thought  or  feeling 
/  kr  the  sight  of  aught  within, 

(jL  ^^tiige  the  forms  of  grace  and  beauty, 
Into  loathsome  ones  of  sin. 


But  upright  all,  and  each  an  image 
Of  some  true  wish  or  deed, 
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Some  high  and  noble  aspiration 
Born  of  as  noble  a  creed. 

*  Ht  Ht  Ht  Ht  Hi 

So  would  I  build,  all  true  and  fair 
Without,  within  this  house  of  mine, 
Not  after  self,  nor  human  will 
But  on  a  plan  divine. 


With  God  for  architect, 

For  he  who  tries  to  build  alone. 

In  his  own  unaided  might 

Builds  on  sand.  Crumbling  bricks  nis 
stone, 


And  walls  that  fall  ’neath  storm  and  wind, 
No  beauty  there,  nor  truth  of  art, 
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When  pride  controls  the  will 
And  self  rules  in  the  heart. 

*  *  *  *  >{c  > fc 

We  all  build  houses  in  that  country, 

Did  we  the  truth  but  know — 

And  every  house  takes  on  the  impress 
Of  the  life  we  lead  below. 

So  take  thou  heed,  oh  soul  of  mine, 

And  build  with  patient  care, 

Knowing  each  thought  and  deed  of  thine 
Doth  add  to  thy  dwelling  There. 
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“  PURE  AS  SNOW.” 

“Pure  as  snow!”  Oh  Edleweiss! 

How  thy  blossoms  white  and  sweet 
Haunt  me  as  I  wander  on 

Thro’  the  world  with  weary  feet. 


Comes  a  strain  through  all  my  dreams, 
And  the  hours  from  sun  to  sun, 
Filled  are  with  the  music  sweet, 

And  the  words  that  therein  run. 

“Pure  as  snow!”  oh,  soul  of  mine! 

Must  thou  ever  vainly  go, 

With  this  wish,  this  wish  of  thine, 
Unfulfilled  Avhile  here  below  ? 
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“Pure  as  snow,”  so  would  I  be, 

I  with  human  heart  and  will 
Bent  as  all  my  fellows  are, 

On  the  doing  only  ill  ! 

Yet  the  wish  is  something  won 
In  the  struggle  here  below, 

And  the  wish  from  sun  to  sun — 
Purifies  as  does  the  snow. 

Let  the  thought  then  onward  run, 
Through  the  years  that  onward  flow, 
’Till  the  thought  and  deed  are  one, 
Pure  and  undefiled  as  snow. 
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“DUST  TO  DUST/’ 

Two  things  alone  are  real, 

Life  and  Death. 

Th’  in  breathing  breath  of  lives 
And  the  yielding  up  of  breath. 

Two  things  alone  are  real, 

Death  and  Life. 

The  calm  when  all  is  done, 

The  intervening  strife. 

All  else  is  as  a  dream 
That  comes  and  goes: 

The  shifting  on  life’s  screen 
Of  pictured  joys  and  woes. 
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Why  take  them  then  to  heart  ? 

Brief  the  joy — the  misery, 

And  as  surely  as  thou  art, 

So  wilt  thou  cease  to  be. 

Live  then,  while  life  is  sure, 

As  best  you  may. 

Drink  of  its  joys,  its  pains  endure, 
As  for  a  day. 


The  end  comes  soon. 

Perfect  the  rest — 
Hushed  is  the  strife  of  life 
On  Nature’s  breast. 
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“  I  LOVE  YOU.” 

“  I  love  you!  ” 

Lightly  said — as  some  do  say 
On  meeting — “Friend,  good  morrow !  or  good 
day !  ” 

And  then  pass  on,  unthinkingly. 

Not  much  to  measure 
And  less  to  treasure 
In  this  “I  love  you!” 


“  I  love  you !  ” 

Oh !  earnest  seeming 

Of  one  impelled  in  dreaming! 

“  I  love  you !  ”  Softly  said,  a  tender  play 
On  words.  No  more.  Ah,  well-a-dayj 
Not  long  the  love  of  such  who  say 
Thus — “  I  love  you !  ” 
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It  may  be  that  our  dead  live  on 

And  dying  not  return — 

' 

I  cannot  tell;  I  only  know 

1 

For  some  one  proof  I  yearn. 

I  trust,  I  can  no  more, 

My  dead  seem  far  away — 

And  all  of  heaven  and  earth  rise  up 

Between  us,  when  I  pray. 

I  /  u 

p/J/f  I  :V\u 

I  trust.  I  can  no  more. 

But  to  trust  is  not  to  see — 

And  still  I  long  and  long 
To  solve  the  mystery. 

//.  ••  SlbJr 
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LITTLE  SONGS. 

Oh,  Little  Songs,  ye  come  and  go — 

I  hear  your  music  ever. 

But  when  in  words  I’d  rhyme  your  flow, 
Then  vain  is  my  endeavor. 

Oh,  Little  Songs !  why  treat  me  so ! 

You  are  too  sweet  to  wander 
Unheard  by  mortals  here  below 
When  all  is  dark  and  sombre! 


Stay  but  to  let  me  rhyme  your  words 
In  some  bright  cheerful  measure. 
Then  go — your  mission  here  fulfilled. 
To  hearten,  and  give  pleasure. 
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A  RETROSPECT. 


Now,  soul  of  mine,  stand  still  apace 
And  with  thy  life  look  face  to  face 
Here  and  now; 

And  backward  o’er  the  vanquished  years 
In  spite  of  rising  doubts  and  fears. 
Glance  thou. 


And  gazing  answer  me — 

“  What  has  life  done  for  thee, 

\at  hast  thou  done  for  life?” 
y  pain  had  life  for  me 
?  I  in  turn  gave  strife !  ” 


“  But  out  of  strife  comes  peace. 

Is  peace  thro’  strife  yet  thine  ?” 
“  Some  warfares  never  cease, 


Nor  is  such  peace  yet  mine!  ” 
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“But  souls  grow  strong  thro’  strife, 

Hast  thou  no  stronger  grown 
For  all  these  years  of  life 

That  o’er  thy  soul  have  flown  ?” 

“Now,  this  I  cannot  say! 

For  never  was  mine  own 
The  strength  that  grew  from  day  to  day, 
I  had  not  stronger  grown 
Had  God  Himself  not  been  m 


i 
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“  But  souls  grow  wiser  with  the  years, 
And  Wisdom  walks  with  life  apace, 
Hast  thou  not  walked  in  Wisdom’s  way, 


And  met  him  face  to  face?” 
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“Now  did  I  learn  at  least  one  thing, 

One  only  and  alone  is  wise! 

And  all  man’s  boasted  wisdom  springs 
From  that  One  Source  beyond  the 
skies !  ” 


“  But  souis  grow  pure  thro’  pain, 

And  thou  hast  suffered,  soul  of  mine! 
Hast  thou  no  purer  grown, 

For  all  that  pain  of  thine  ?  v 


“Alas!  Oh,  backward  length  of  years! 
Oh,  way  beset  with  falls  and  tears ! 
One  lesson  have  I  learned  from  thee  full 
well, 

No  goodness  doth  in  any  mortal  dwell. 
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4  And  all  our  good  to  Him  is  ill 
Who  rules  above, 

One  only  Good.  Wisdom  Itself 
And  Strength  and  Love !  ” 


4  But  this  at  least,  can’st  thou  not  claim, 
That  love  is  thine — for  thou  hast  loved 
And  to  all  loving  can’st  attain  ?  ” 

44  Nay !  This,  too,  is  proved : — 


‘That  Love  is  Life 

And  He  who  rules  supreme  above 
Doth  in  Himself  all  source  unite, 


Of  Life  and  Love !  ” 
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“  What  then  remains  ?  For  all  is  God’s, 

■  / 

That  good  is,  wise,  and  strong; 

And  e’en  the  love  wherewith  we  iove 

)  f  / 

Doth  unto  God  belong! 

~  1  ■/  A 

“What  hast  thou  then,  Oh,  Soul  of  mine, 
To  show  for  all  these  years  of  strife  ? 
Hast  thou  no  recompense  attained 
For  service  hard  with  life  ?  ” 

"  M 

“Self  knowledge — that  is  all, 

A  sense  of  weakness  stronger  grown — 
A  want  of  God  felt  more  and  more, 

As  the  years  have  onward  flown.” 
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“No  more.  Nor  do  I  count  it  loss, 
To  know,  thro’  years  of  pain — 
That  God  is  all  in  all, 

And  all  from  Him  apart  is  vain. 


“And  forward  thro’  the  future  years, 
With  larger  faith  and  deeper  trust, 

I  now  can  look — because  of  this 

That  I  have  learned  I  am  but  dust.” 


“  For  into  dust  He  breatheth  life. 

And  empty  vessels  He  can  fill 
With  fuller  tides  of  grace  and  truth, 
And  doings  only  of  his  will. 
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“Stepping  stones”  the  first — 

“Dead  selves”  beneath.  That  ladder  high 
Whose  lowest  round  doth  rest  on  earth 
And  whose  highest,  in  the  sky. 


- 


UNIVERSITY  OF  ILLINOIS-URBANA 


3  0112  062297608 


